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2W cormcall Histone oj 

To buy bis fauour, I extend this friendship, 

Yf he wil take it, fo, if not adiew, 

And for my louc I pray you wrong me not. 

An. Yes Shylocke, I will feale vnto this bond. 

Shy Then meete me forthwith at the Notencs, 

Giue him direaioB for this merry bond 
And I will goc and purfe the ducats ftraite. 

See to my houfe left in the fearefull gai d 
Of an vnthriftie knaue : and preSently ^ 

Hie thee gentle Iewe. The Hebrew will turue 

Chriftian, he growes kinde. 

Baffa. I like not ftire termes, and a villaincs minde. 

*An. Come on, in this there can be no ddmay, . . 

My Ships come home a month before the day. 

Enter tJMorochut a tawnie Moore all in white, and three 
orfoure followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerrifa, and their traine. 

CMorocho. Miflike me not for mv complexion. 

The Shadowed liuerie of the bumiSlit funne, 

To whom I am a neighbour, and neerc bred. 

Brincr mc the favreft creature North-ward borne, 

Wher ePhdui fire fcarce thawes the yficles, 

And let vs make incyzion for your loue. 

To prouc whofe blood is reddefl, his or mine. 

I tell thee Lady this afpeft of mine 

Hath feard the valiant, (by my louc I fweare) 

The beft regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Haue lou’d it to : I would not change this hue, 

Except to fteale your thoughts my gentle Queenc. 

Portia. In termes of choyfe I am not foly led 
By nice direction of'a may dens eyes : 

Betides, the lottrieof my deftenie 
Barrs me the right of voluntary choofings 
But if my Father had not fcanted me, 
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the Merchant of Venice 

And hedgd me bv his wit to yeeld my felft 
His wife, who winnes me by that meanes I told you, 

Your felfe (renowned Prince)than ftoodc as raire 
As any commer I haue look’d on yet 
For my affe£lion. 

Mor. Euen for thatl than ke you, _ 

Therefore I pray you leade mc to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitare f 

That flewe the Sophy, and a Pcrfian Prince 
That wone three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would ore-ftare the SlerncR eyes that looke • 

Out-brauc the hart mod daring on the earth s 
Pluck the young fucking Cubsfrom the She Bearc, 

Yea, mock the Lyon when a rores for pray 
To win the Lady . But alas, the while 
If Hercules and Eychas play at dice 
Which is the better _man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand * 

So is sAltides beaten by his rage. 

And fo may I, blind Fortune leading me 
Mifie that which one vnworthier may attainc. 

And die with greeuing. 

Portia. You muft take your chaunce, 

And ey ther not attempt to choolc at all, 

Or fweare before you choofe, if you chooSc wrong 
Neuer to fpeake to Lady afterward 

In way of marriage, therefore be aduif’d. 

Mor. Nor will not, come bring roe vnto my chaunce. 

Portia. Firff forward to the temple, after dinner 
Your hazard Shall be made. 

* Mor. Good fortune then, 

To make mc bled or curfcd’ft among men. 

Exeunt. 

" Enter the Clorene alone. 

(tonne. Certainely, my confidence will ferue me to runne from 
this Iewe my Maifter : the fiend isat mine elbow, and tempts me. 
Saying to mc, hbbe,Lamctlet \obbe, good Lamcelct, or good lobbe, 
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